me Universal Provider

receipt folded in the lining of his silk hat to the parcel
he had deposited earlier that morning in Lancaster Gate
cloakroom. On these two leaves were written in pencil
this revealing message:

To all whom it may concern: William Whiteley is my
father, and has brought upon himself and me a double
fatality by reason of his own refusal of a request perfectly
reasonable. R.I.P.

This message suggested to the police that the assailant
must have been trying to blackmail Whiteley, and had
resorted to violence when the latter refused to be intimi-
dated. In hospital the young man hovered between life
and death, but during his lucid intervals he kept declar-
ing that Whiteley was his father, and that he wascc jolly
glad " he had shot him because of the way in which he
had treated his mother. On the day after the crime an
operation was performed with the purpose of saving his
life; three pieces of bullet were extracted from his head,
and the right eye was removed.  The bullet had also
broken the bone at the base of his nose, but fortunately
did not otherwise fracture the skull. To this event the
miserable man owed his life. During subsequent weeks
he was slowly and carefully nursed back to so-called
health, in order that he might be brought to face the
inevitable charge of murder.

Bit by bit the police pieced together the chain of
events which had brought about the tragedy. The
young man was that same Horace George Rayner who
more than a dozen years previously had been told by
Whiteley's former friend George Rayner that he was
really a son of the Universal Provider. Since that
time young Rayner had followed a strangely adventur-
ous career. For a while he had worked in George
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